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Russians have ever fought, are treating Russians as outcasts and outlaws
fit solely for subjugation and annihilation. Even the journal Comintern^
Number 3-4, 1942, is constrained to ask: " Where is the German working
class ? Where are the German workers ? ... In your handshake we felt
proletarian power and solidarity, But to-day ? With your hands Hitler is
conducting war against the Socialist Government of workers and peasants.
Your hands are producing armaments for the bloodiest murderers of
workers/' The Comintern spokesman asks these questions and makes
these charges, and about all the comfort he allows himself is to declare that a
process of " sobering " has started in Germany. Yet nowhere does he offer
the least concrete evidence of any sobering in Germany either among workers
or among other groups. He readily admits in the next issue that " among
German soldiers there are not as yet any mass desertions; that barring
individual exceptions they do not yet openly revolt; that though they
grumble they fulfil the orders of the High Command 1 "

The sobering may come after crucial and disastrous defeats which make it
dear to workers no less than to industrialists that German appetites for
Russian lands, Russian forests, Russian rivers, Russian oil can never be
satisfied.

Meanwhile the hate, not only of Nazis but of Germans in present-day
Germany, flames and crackles in Russia. Even children are impregnated
with it. " Come, Mother," I heard a little girl say in a park in Kuibyshev.
*c Let us go home."

^ But why ? " said the mother.   " It is nice and cool in the park."

"Yes, but there are too many mosquitoes here and I have to scratch
myself and people will think I am a German." She had heard of German
war prisoners so infested with lice that they always scratch themselves,
and so she associated scratching with Germans and did not want to be
mistaken for one.

At the end of the war the vocabulary of hate against Germans is certain to
disappear unless, in the process of reshuffling the political alignments of
Europe, Germany remains a military menace to Russia. But in the minds of
the Russian people, in the memory of future generations, in the novels,
plays, and poems that will for hundreds and hundreds of years be written
by Russians, this hate, like a Vesuvius, will never cease to cast up its lava and
its fife-